As it 'twixt Air's and Angel's purity,
'Twixt women's love and men's will ever be.

B RE AK   O F   DAY

Stay, O Sweet ! and do not rise,

The light that shines comes from thine eyes;

The day breaks not, it is my heart,

Because that you and I must part.

Stay, or else my joys will die,

And perish in their infancy.

'Tis true, *t is day, what though it be ?

01 wilt thou therefore rise from me ?

Why should we rise because 't is light ?

Did we lie down because Jt was night ?

Love which, in spite of darkness, brought us hither,

Should in despite of light, keep us together.

Light hath no tongue, but is all eye:

If it could speak as well as spy,

This were the \vorst that it could say,

That being well, I fain would stay,

And that I lov'd my heart and honour so,

That I would not from her that had them go.